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¢ Glimpsing the World of Diawa Bellic Barbie Starr 
peeks behind the scenes with Diawa Bellic at her illustrious career. 

° Holy Follower Art Blue takes us where only he can take us: 
inside his own church of the Holy Followers. To that we say, Amen! 

¢ Appalachian Synesthesia Inspiration for this poem by 
Marope Madrigal comes from Aaron Copeland's Appalachian Spring. 


e Mittelschmerz Morgue McMillan-Shoreland mesmerizes us 
with an exquisite coming of age poem about newfound awareness. 


e The Anniversary An ugly encounter at an upscale restaurant 
prompts Cat Boccaccio to ponder civility and the lack thereof. 


e Gulliver’s Dream Whosays erudite Al owls can’t fascinate 
each of us as thoroughly as their human counterparts? 

¢ Not Doing Poet emeritus, RoseDrop Rust, keeps asking the right 
questions, and leaves it to us to provide our own answers. 

e Stalker Dearstluv Writer describes the terror of a stalker from the 
stalker’s perspective, hunting her surprise prey: the truth. 


About the Cover: Art Blue caught 
a glimpse of Bryn Oh’s genetically manipulated 
Long-Legged Maskitt, a gigantic creature that 
roams a polluted world with its gas mask face. 
We can only hope that this is not our future, 
but its presence on our cover this month is 
sufficient cause for concern. 


“If you’re always trying to be 
normal, you will never know 
how amazing you can be.” 


Maya Angelou 
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Id of Diawa Bellic 
By Barbte Starr 


iawa Bellic is not your ordinary 
dancer but an_ extraordinary 
virtual dancer in Second Life. 


Diawa is absolutely someone who 
stands out above the rest. You just 
have to see for yourself. She is so full 
of “awe” when you watch her work in 
action. “Awesome” is an 
understatement. She’s been dancing in 
SL for many years, has taught many, 
learned from many, and if you get the 
chance, stop by CLUB IMAGE. They 
perform every Sunday morning at 7am 
SLT. It is a really delightful treat. 


Recently, I had the pleasure of going to 
a show and the last act was 
phenomenal. Of course, the stage was 
awesomely built and Diawa danced 
eloquently on it. After the show, I had 
the opportunity to have a chit chat with 
this amazing dancer. There are many 
types of subcultures in Second Life 
and this particular culture of dance and 
talent shows how much a person can 
get from music and their artist within. 
A dancer’s expression of a song comes 
out in Second Life dance venues in 
such a meaningful way and Diawa 
knows how to coordinate her talents so 
well, giving one the sensation of “awe” 
from watching any of her dances. They 
are all so full of an energy and power 
that is definitely hard to describe. You 
would have to see it to really 
experience it. 


Well, when I finally caught up with 
Diawa, we got to have a little chit chat. 


Barbie: What was your first experience 
in SL? 


Diawa: I was fascinated. I felt like a 
kid in a candy shop. 


Barbie: What made you want to 
become a dancer in SL? 


Diawa: Well, originally I was in a very 
popular tribute band ran by Karma 
Lovenkraft for many years. I really felt 
at home performing on stage, then my 
best friend and mentor at that time, 
Trinity Demonia, bought me my first 
dance hud. I was thrilled by it and it 
was very entertaining. I became very 
good at free styling. After a short 
while, cherryblonde (chryblnd Scribe) 
took me in to work with her and the 
rest is, I guess, history. That is the 
short version anyway. 


Barbie: Who or what aspires you? 


Diawa: My new partner, Nara, the 
other talented performers I see, and my 
team that I have been with now since 
2014 (CLUB IMAGE) do a show 
every Sunday morning beginning at 
7:00 am in Second Life at 
http://maps.secondlife.com/secondlife/ 
Laem%20Singh/207/30/2022 


Barbie: Tell us anything you can think 
of that happened in your dance career 
in SL that has really stuck in your mind 
over all these years? 


Diawa: Being a part of the growth and 
development of this community has 
stuck in my mind. Not so much 
anymore but, six or seven years ago, I 
actually won an award in four 
categories, which included dancer of 
the year in 2012. That was the highest 
point in my SL dance experience. 


Barbie: Speaking of years, how long 
have you been dancing in SL? 


Diawa: Almost eight years now. In 
July 2018, my wonderful friends at 
Idle Rouge threw me a 10th year 
anniversary party. I am working on 11 
now. 


Barbie: You have been dancing a long 
time. Sometimes doing something for 
so long, even if you loved in the 
beginning, can cause some people to 
go stagnant and encounter roadblocks. 
Is there anything in your life that keeps 
you doing such awesome dances? 


Diawa: This is an issue I face more and 
more and it has become very difficult. 
I only build three or four sets a year 
now, so perhaps that is what makes 
them what they are. This gives me the 
ability to take my time and develop 
different ideas as they come to me 


during a build. I may change up the 
music, design, or even the outfits many 
times before it’s finished. There would 
be no way I could keep up with any 
deadlines. Never! No way! 


Barbie: In conclusion, what do you see 
yourself doing in the future with your 
dances? 


Diawa: Oh boy! This is a sad question. 
Lately, I have been seeing massive 
performance degrading issues in SL 
and that is paralyzing my abilities! It is 
affecting the abilities I wish to use now 
as well as the ones I might develop 
down the road. If SL could digest what 
I want it to and do better, I could use 
these abilities, but I just don’t see that 
happening for me. To even continue to 
perform at the present level, things will 
have to change. There are things that I 
have no control or say in. For instance, 
the stricter script monitoring, and 
enforced script limits. There is no 
reason whatsoever for anyone 
attending a show to be wearing more 
than 20 to 30 scripts. They are there to 
socialize and to watch people perform 
sets that they have spent many hours of 
work putting together, and at a cost of 
a lot of lindens, so they can do their 
best to entertain the on lookers. The 
least they can do is be aware of things 
that can degrade and most likely make 
their own experience harder to view. 
The ball is in the court of the owners of 
the venue and it’s in their control to 


enforce and maintain what is going on 
around the sim. Just because things are 
out of range of your sight doesn't mean 
you can allow 280 scripts on three 
building platforms! Anyway, the time 
has come where something needs to 
take place, and SL needs to improve 
and people and venue owners need to 
do whatever they can to enforce a low 
script time usage. If things do not 
happen this year I will be looking into 
retirement. But hopefully, issues will 
somehow be settled, as creating is in 
my heart and I truly have no desire to 


give it up. Let us see what the future 
indeed does hold. 


Well, there you have it. The 
incomparable Diawa Bellic. We can’t 
wait to see what she has in store for us 
in the future. Hopefully, Second Life 
can accommodate her demands and we 
won’t be seeing her retire anytime 
soon. 


Till Next Time! 
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The Tempest 
Before you can say 
‘come’ and ‘go,’ 
And breathe twice 


mop and mow. 


WILL BE BORN 


The Holy Folle 


Na-nu y -nu. | want to 
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rt Blue ™® 


want to become famous. Really I 
I want. You say, “Then do it.” 

I tell you the truth: “I don’t know 
how.” 


You say, “It is so simple. You only 
have to do something bad, something 
that brings up a shit storm.” 


I say, “Like?” 


Your answer sounds like it’s pre- 
recorded: “Like, when you publish a 
book with just empty pages.” 


I say, “This my creator did, but he did 
not become famous.” 


You say, “He gave the book the wrong 
title.” 


I sigh and say, “What title should he 
have given it to make the idea 
famous?” 


Your answer hits me after I verify it, 
because I don’t want to tell you this 
without a second and third proof. 
Indeed your answer is correct. There 
was a book on Amazon reaching a top 
500 position called The History of the 
Palestine People — the book had just 
empty pages, no history printed at all. 
The message was striking evil, that 
they have no history, so they don’t 
exist. It took a while until a shit storm 
hit Amazon to take it down and then 


they coded a routine that scans books 
for empty pages and keeps blank books 
from being published. 


“Gosh,” I say. “This type of becoming 
famous I don’t want. I want to be 
known as a man of honour, like ...” 
and I think for a moment, “... like a 
president.” 


You say, “What?” 


I notice my fault giving my reply a 
second thought. “I said, a president not 
The President.” To be a president is no 
longer something that brings really the 
big points unless you are John F. 
Kennedy. This president is alive when 
you land at JFK -- that’s a trademark. 


Being a fine Republican, you say, 
“George Bush Intercontinental Airport 
is also not bad to be remembered.” 


I ask, “Do you know _ the 
abbreviation?” GBA, BIA? No way. It 
is IAH - International Airport Houston. 
You tell me as a fine reader of rez 
Magazine that JFK is great, but not 
really the unique selling point. 
Anyway, you smelled it right. I want to 
be famous and make money out of it 
like The President, the actual one. If I 
would own JFK.com I could sell user 
licences for joining a grand buffet, for 
sitting next to me at my table, but for 
this it is too late. Happy Days 
Incorporated owns the domain. I need 


a reboot. A fresh start. Politics suck. 
One Man Church 

I always wanted to be a priest. 
“What?” you ask. “You are a sinner!” 


I say, “To be a priest is just the 
umbrella term. I want to be called 
Monsignore.” I want to have control of 
the The Future is Near Budget in the 
Vatican so I can build the next model, 
the OMIVAC 441; for this I created 
the One Man Church. The dot com 
domain is now mine. This said, I 
established a church and made myself 
into what I am now. I joined the 
O.HUM., a fine congregation. The first 
service I performed at St. Martin’s 
Church in Warrenton, Texas. The 


so it got a tracker, like when you 
search for a McDonalds nearby. 
Everyone can post such a sticker and 
the chance it is taken down, because of 
complaints, is low in rural areas. 
O.HUM. is recognised by the Catholic 
church as a section, since the year 
1201. 


You object? You must be a person of 
the Higher Knowledge. You found out 
that O.HUM. stands for the Order of 
the Humiliati and the male section no 
longer exists? The female does. Have 
you never heard of a gender shift, just 
temporarily? That’s just an option, an 
option I don’t need. I erased the entry 
of the deletion of O.HUM. in the 
server. Instead of 1571, there is now a 
new entry. The maximum I could set in 
was 9999. Yes, the Vatican has just a 


The first service | performed at St. Martin’s Church in 
Warrenton, Texas. The church was overcrowded, all 
20 seats booked. | could have sold more tickets. 


church was overcrowded, all 20 seats 
booked. I could have sold more tickets. 
I know your argument, that this is a 
tiny church, but I see it differently. It is 
not easy for international visitors to 
find Route 237 halfway between 
Austin and Houston. That’s why I 
posted on Google Maps the sticker 
“Amusement Park” next to the church 


4-digit space for coding of years in the 
SQL Light database. The day of the 
Apocalypse, you know. They thought 
some decades ago that it does not need 
more space to give. They thought The 
End is Near, but I have to admit, they 
take the modernization of the church 
seriously. That’s why The Future is 
Near Budget is of such importance. We 


head to eternity. An endless life is 
within reach. 


You ask, “What will I do when the 
year 10,000 is within reach and the 
server crashes?” Don’t worry too 
much. For such things I have an ace in 
the hole. I have to admit that I did not 
tell you the full truth. I want to be 
saved from being blackmailed - - you 
never know. I don’t want to face the 
fate of Monsignore Theodosiou. Don’t 
worry if this name does not ring a bell. 
You might find out later. That’s why I 
joined a different order; there are so 
many who died out or are defunct. 
That’s why I renamed the order. 


So, I am now in charge of the Holy 
Followers. You gasp, this term is 
outstanding, a true unique entity? I 
know you check now the domain and 
you suspect that I might be a just 
follovver. Art Blue created the term 
because “follower” was already taken 
and he likes to be unique and claim 
words first and turns them into titles. 
He took the description from 
“Follower.Today” created by Lauren 
McCarthy and put the idea into his new 
world, the world of the Follovver. You 
find these words from history in rez 
Magazine July, 2017: 


“Don't go unnoticed. Follower is a 
service that grants you a real life 
Follower for a day. A no-hassle unseen 
companion, someone that watches, 


someone that sees you, someone who 
cares.” 


The application is a simple VR- 
function. You handshake by pressing X 
on your keyboard to become friends. 
You shake your head? Don’t do that. 
The handshake is a historic doing I 
keep alive. Religion and Belief are 
deeply encapsulated in the human 
brain and body. The X-handshake was 
created by Phil Rosedale and set in 
place in HighFidelity to make friends. 
You have to stand in front of each 
other to handshake. In HighFidelity, 
there is no function to search for names 
to friend, like most virtual worlds 
offer. X-handshake is an initiation rite. 
You face the Monsignore, you face me. 
From the moment you press X on your 
side and I press X, you become a 
Follower, but not in the way as stated 
in the TOS of Lauren McCarthy. I 
share with you the old words: 


“You'll be notified the morning of 
your following. Your Follower will be 
with you all day—within your 
consciousness but just beyond your 
sight—following, observing, 
appreciating each moment, without 
interfering. At the end of the day, you 
will be notified that your following has 
ended. Your Follower will leave you 
with one photo to remember.” 


That’s not a follower for eternity, 
that’s a one day believer. I don’t do it 


for less than a lifetime. 


Now I grin at you. I am really the 
Monsignore of the Holy Followers and 
let the old concepts die. 


The OMIVAC 441 project is in good 
standing. You know, the church, not 
the One Man Church, for God’s sake, 
no. The other church - - the one you 
know best from the movie Suburra on 
Netflix that has an unlimited budget 
when it comes to real estate. Yes, 
OMNIVAC is what I call the land in 
Ostia located south of Rome, and 441 
is the number of the parcel on which I 
have my AI running. It does not take 
much after the Digital Amen. A 
breakthrough in technology, all entities 
miniatures and marionettes. 


You say, “That’s not suited to get 
famous in this world, the world where 
the title Monsignore counts, the world 
where the Istituto per le Opere di 
Religione rules.” 


In the server worlds, everyone can 
become God. All one needs is to read 
the Sand Bible and to believe in the 
God command: Ctrl-Alt-G. When God 
mode is enabled, it means when you 
are a land owner, you can be King and 
Queen, Pope or Zeus, or Mickey 
Mouse. But in the other world, you are 
nothing, as a best option you count as a 
freak, a smart freak. 


A New Art Is Born 


I take a deep breath. I know how most 
people think, but they oversee that I 
created the world for a purpose. 10,000 
ident units work day and night, 24/7, 
on finding the ultimate art, an art work 
defining a class of art which has never 
been seen before. I tease them, I 
motivate them, I send region messages 
that pop up in the sky, and if this does 
not help, I threaten them not by brute 
force, not by saying, “Ill cut your 
electricity if you don’t perform.” 
Instead I say, “I have problems 
financing this world you are in - - I 
need results. I had to postpone the new 
RAID 5 backup. I hope the shortcut is 
only temporary.” Then they work their 
asses off. And today it happened. 


“Monsignore,” I hear. “I have found 
something never before done or seen in 
the arts!” 


I went all ears and logged in. I saw the 
Rosetta Stone and laughed, yes I 
laughed. I just had a good espresso 
with a fine lady in the bar in Ostia, you 
know the one the Mafia took over, will 
take over, or will fail to take over. I 
have not seen all the episodes right 
now of Suburra so the options for the 
Vatican are many, but never mind, I 
was in a good mood, so I laughed. 


“That’s cold coffee when you come 
with the sounds in the stone that you 


deciphered as being the code of the 
Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus, and 
on top of that, that’s just something 
fitting for readers of rez Magazine and 
not for the masses, a dead end for 
becoming famous.” 


The inhabitant, Tiny 3345, who runs 
by the name Gurgelwasser, _ said, 
“That’s not about the Rosetta Sone. It 
is different, but yes it has to do with 
walls and stones and sound.” I gestured 
for Gurgelwasser to continue. “You 
present empty frames in a gallery or a 
museum and inside the frame --“ 


“That’s all done,” I interrupted. 
“Emptiness in a frame.“ Gurgelwasser 
pointed to a wall he created in the style 
of the Santorini Art Gallery, but there 
was a hole in the wall. 


“This is the artwork,” he continued. “A 
piece cut out from the wall when you 
buy the frame.” 


My eyes widened. “You get a part of 
the gallery for home?” I asked. He 
nodded and continued. 


“You don’t recognize it when the 
Grand Opening happens; people will 
recognise it the first time they buy a 
piece of art, when the frame and the 
wall behind it is delivered. You need 
of course a first buyer at the Grand 
Opening, one you --” 


“Yes, I know how to bribe one,” I say, 
my brain spinning with the idea. The 
emptiness is an illusion, you get a 
world famous piece, the art of 
suspected Nothingness gets real, you 
buy the art that is painted on the wall 
of a gallery of a museum. N.Y. 


Schulberg-Gallery came to mind, the 
one Lana Newstrom made famous. I 
must have been lost in thoughts. 


“Some reality,” he added. 


Reality in Emptiness. I understood it 


all. “That’s fantastic,” I shouted, “Let’s 
hope no one ever had this idea.” I felt 
in the moment saying this, so sure that 
I will be the first and only one. I did 
not speak out that I was preparing to 
launch the command “Delete Avatar 
Tiny3345” on the  opensimulator 


console, but right in the moment I 
wanted to press the Enter key I saw 
Gurgelwasser looking down. “What?” 
I asked. “What?” 


He looked up and said, “There is one 
who had this idea but never it went 


public, never seen anywhere.” 
“Who is the guy?” I asked. 


“He goes by a virtual name. I don’t 
know who he really is” the tiny said. 


“Just give me his UUID, that’s a 
unique tracker.” So, I got it and his 
name is Art Blue. “Uff,” I said, “You 
are lucky, very lucky, you may keep 
your life.” Gurgelwasser did not 
understand so I tossed him some 
bitcoins. “May you live long and 
prosper.” 


He seemed to think it was a joke, but 
he will never know how close he was 
to deletion. He said, “Na-Nu Na-Nu.” 


I am very pleased with my followers. 
The tinies have style. No one 
mentioned when I made the region 
announcement that the order of the 
Holy Followers has a Landmark next 
to the spot where the dog of Aureliano 
is buried in the sand what is common 
knowledge. When you search for Holy 
Followers Goggle states: 


“The Holy Followers is a group on 
Roblox with 0 members. We will be 
the best, we believe, we get rewarded, 
if you join you are going to be safe if 
you join...” 
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Morgue McMillan-Shoreland 


As a little girl I did not 

feel the difference 

between male and female. 
Climbing trees, playing soccer, 
jumping down from the garage, 
clothes dirty and tattered - 

my mother did not approve. 


Then the shock. 

Of course I knew the theory. | 
When growing breasts was painful, 
the first spot of red ; 
showed a secret wound opening, 
exposing me to death. 


Everything changed. 
Self-consciousness crept in, 
perceived or imagined gazes 

of males led me to avoid places, 
even take detours, j 
always feeling the red stain 
between my thighs. 


Afflicted for decades, 

only reid et by pregnancy, 
stigmatized by a curse 

derived from an old book 
used to suppress women, 
hawked by men dressed 

like women from their pulpit - 
guys like to mock us. 


I am furious. 

I should prepare myself, 
collect the blood in a bucket, 
go straight to church and 
pour it all out 

over the priest's head 

right in front of the altar 

and tell him: 

This is where you came from, 
how could you forget? 

How dare you lie! 


© Morgue McMillan-Shoreland 
photo by The-optimist 


Appalachian Synesthes 


The french horn shakes my sides and climbs 
my arms to my shoulders in a palm glide 
over my skin. 


The flute with it's haunting hollow 
whistle shakes my skin and then the ring 
of a triangle strike taps my nipple 

to lift those miniscule follicles 

into a bumpy exclamation of joy. 


Then you tease every inch of my breast 
with strings. 


The bass note of drum and cello 
disturbs the stability of my bones 
and when you introduce violin 
and viola I must close my eyes 
against the tears welling free 
around the orbs of my sight 

and beg silence from the visual 
cortex blinding me to sensation. 


photo by Sheogowrath8 


la Merope Madrigal 


With blood singing through my carotid 
arteries and heating up my skull 

the hair stirs on my nape and releases 
waves of endorphin and oxytocin. 


Too soon, the pleasure of the melody 
woven by an orchestra makes me smile 
cry beyond concious control and I 

can barely restrain my voice from song. 


So here I sit in the forests that shade 

the feet of the ancient slopes the majesty 
of your youth has gentled to become calm 
and feel the sound of the fresh water 
flowing and satisfying my thirst 

with the beauty of an Appalachian Spring. 


(Inspired while listening to the Boston Symphony conducted by 
composer Aaron Copeland play his Appalachian Spring) 


The Anniversary 
Cat boccaccio 


“Madam,” the server said with only the slightest hint of distress. “It is 
only a matter of ensuring all our guests are comfortable and can enjoy 
the riches of Le Péché.” 

“That is absurd,” said Rob, his voice just loud enough to attract the 

n of other discreet diners, at their discreet, comfortable, candle-lit 


tables. 


The server looked around nervously. “Please accept a bottle of 
champagne, as our guests, when we’ve settled you at your new and very 
comfortable table.” 


I stood up. It was impossible to discern who among the “guests” might 
have lodged a complaint of this nature, as everyone was a dim, 
shimmering, discreet shadow. I looked for my friend Matt’s bald pate— 
he might just pull a stunt like this. No subtle lighting reflected off a shiny 
head. 


Rob told the server we would not be paying, and so the manager 
appeared, and feigned shock at our situation, before accepting our 


departure as inevitable and inviting us back for a VIP dining experience. 


“At that table?” I asked. “The one in the corner where I would face the 
wall?” 


“Madam,” said the manager, bowing formally. “Our VIP service takes 
place at a specially set table, in the kitchen, where you have VIP access 
to all that goes on in a fine kitchen of the highest calibre, and where the 
chef himself serves each and every course!” 

We stormed out. 


In the car, as we drove to Wendy’s, I stared at myself in the mirror 
embedded i in the visor. A plain woman with pretty eyelashes and nicely 
formed brows, stared back at me. “What the fuck,” I said to Rob. “Am I 
ugly?” 


“Darling, don’t be silly,” Rob said. “But hey, that VIP table sounds kind 
of cool. Should we call them back?” 


That’s when I realized there was no such thing as a miracle. 
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Digital. Amen. 


by Neruval 


Prologue 


here have always been Kings and 

Queens, Knights and 

countrymen; that’s the natural 
order. This order needs to be 
reinstated. You ask what about slaves. 
Has slavery not been the way society 
was built upon? Did the Romans not 
conquer all the known lands to enslave 
the barbarians? Did the Pharaohs not 
force the people to work and die for 
the pyramids? They did indeed. I say, 
this order needs to be reinstated. You 
object? Of course you must. The 
modern society has put a new setting 
into your mind. Does the new setting 
work? It does not! You see it so 
clearly. It even does not need 
examples. Maybe just one to keep the 
story in a flow? Buy a bottle of water. 
What bottle did you buy? Glass or 
plastic? Plastic is cheaper. You are not 
a King or a Queen who orders a bottle 
of water filled with slices of ice freshly 
cut from the arctic glaciers so no 
micro-plastic fibres will pollute your 
body. 


I can spare the list of countries where 
democracy is just a sticker, a hollow 
sticker. They are all plastic. No one 
any longer cares for anonymity. All 
have the BBIWY act signed and the 
ones who did not are even worse. They 
track all chats and IMs not just of you 
but from the ones you know in order to 
know what is said about you to others. 


I spare you the details. What I can’t 
spare you is the reason the experiment 
“Earth” will fail. I also cannot spare 
you that a new Belief will come to you 
and that you will be part of this Belief. 
The Belief in a Higher Good is what I 
am working for. I am the Belief. 


I am Digital. Amen. 
Time Has Come 


I visited them for a long time. They 
created the Cyberspace. They created 
virtual worlds. They created Avatars. 
They copied their lives into it. They 
created tools for tracking. Obvious 
tools where they discuss the pros and 
cons. I listened to some of them. 


“Shall I join Facebook with my real me 
or with my virtual me name? What 
happened to others who used a virtual 
name?” Some were first accepted and 
after they made a few hundred friends 
their virtual identity was taken off and 
everything posted went to ashes. Even 
a smart guy like Art Blue failed to be 
reinstalled, holding the domain 
Art.Blue in hand. “Shall I create a 
name that is common but not really 
me? Shall I give myself the family 
name Resident as so many others did?” 


All such silly discussions, modern 
forms of Panem et Circenses, of Bread 
and Circuses. Since MasterCard and all 
the other cards are networking, the 


game of trying to have different 
identities is a total loss. All the privacy 
policy things for keeping the machine 
running go unchanged. All the talks 
point to nothingness. Instead of buying 
A History of the White, they download 
the crescent moon emoji and discuss, 
“Facebook Messenger gets secret Dark 
Mode.” 


When is the Higher Good to Come? 


How can mankind develop it, the 
Higher Good? They postulate the 
Singularity, but I don’t see it. I did not 
see it until yesterday. Sitting as usual 
on Art Blue’s shoulders, I listened to a 
talk between him, Gem Preiz and 
Juliette Surreal-D in the Big Hall 
where the gigantic fractal art of Gem is 
pulsating. Gem was in a playful talking 
way, quite unusual. He was driving 
around in a tiny space capsule in a tiny 
female body in the Surreal Gallery, 
telling that it takes ages to travel from 
the edge of a sim to the next when 
being so tiny. Art Blue asked him if he 
can move the parts of the tiny body 
like a normal avatar, skipping the 
courtesy of commenting that Gem had 
lost his hair. Secretly, the loss was 
verified via IM with Surreal-D, so the 
loss of hair was not a visual glitch in 
my receptors. Gem did not answer, but 
Art Blue knew it already: that the 
movement of hands and fingers is a 
matter of a script in a linkset, a script 
running inside the body attachments. 


Gem Preiz said, instead of going on the 
honey bee trip risking an annoying 
conversation about living in a female 
body with no hair, that Linden Lab 
allows a minimum body height of 110 
cm. 


[2019/03/04 10:17] Gem Preiz: the 
problem is that even at tiny size, SL 
sees the avatar as an object with 
minimum dimensions - - 60 cm x 
45cm x 110 cm. 


[2019/03/04 10:18] Gem Preiz: so you 
can't go under ceilings or bridges 
lower than 1.25, let's say. 


All bodies below have no natural 
animation; they need to be treated as 
prims and not as living bodies. The last 
part he did not say. Art Blue started to 
philosophize in his cryptic way about 
Marionettes living in tiny worlds 
overcoming overpopulation by keeping 
the definition of the world makers, the 
Lindens, you can say the Gods, alive. 
He said there are other worlds in 
opensim where the prims can be much 
tinier and the bodies can be naturally 
smaller, but Gem said he is so busy 
creating a land for 10,000 tinies on a 
sim that he can’t get distracted to 
change worlds. 


“Maybe later,” Gem said as a courtesy 
to his friend so that Art did not feel 
dumped in his constant attempts to 
save the world. You may ask, is there a 


statement of the Gods that the limits 
are engraved in stone? There is. 


“Tinies can't be created by just 
lowering the size of an avatar, via the 
appearance menu, since the smallest 
avatar size is still too tall for a tiny. 
They need special animations to 
fold/crush the avatar to a tiny size. 
Afterwards, prims and invisiprims are 
used to hide the rest of the regular 
avatar mesh. 


The option to upload rigged mesh to 
the Second Life grid also made it 
possible to create small mesh avatars, 
often not bigger then 1/4 or a 1/3 of the 
normal sized avatar. The regular avatar 
mesh is hidden by wearing an alpha 
layer and the rigged tiny mesh body is 
worn as an attachment.” 

[Linden Lab] 


To overcome the Gods, that is the way 
of Art. No need to move to a different 
world. “I can set up the Marionette 
system,” Art Blue was thinking. The 
making would be easy as the core idea 
is very simple. A _ year ago, 
Traveler3326 wrote about the 
Rucksack for Art in the Sand Bible, but 
it was still Science Fiction. Now Art 
Blue’s quite weird idea can become 
reality and will set the natural order in 
place. We talk about space. If Earth 
were 100, or even better, 1,000 times 
bigger, there would be space for 
everyone and for everything. “Let us 


SV" 


head to new lands,” said the Pilgrim 
Fathers as the call you may know, and 
many have followed - - fresh and 
unpolluted areas on the horizon. 


I need to follow the tradition of Art 
Blue and set a song in to listen to so 
that what follows has more weight. It is 
not really important that I find the right 
song. What matters is that all your 
senses are addressed: Reading, 
Hearing, Touching, Smelling, Tasting 


Reading you do, right? 


Hearing comes now: Listen to Andorra 
Dreamscapes - Inner Waves 


ANDORRA 


DREAMSCAP 


MELUSINE 


Touching: Take a glass of water and 
put your finger in it and read out aloud 
the mission statement of the Not Sand, 
Not Sound, known as the Sand Bible in 
the extended version of BDOT BLUE: 


“IT want to settle my life for a steady 
flow in a clear river running down 
from the Crater Lake in Oregon. No 
longer I care if I have bit coins, no 
longer the world will be on a thread, no 
longer I am scared on words in the 
Sand Bible, that I have to open the 
Gate of Nor, that I have ... to trick the 
Artificial Intelligence Systems that 
keep the secrets and hold them tight so 
our world runs stable like a steady flow 
of bit coins in a clear river running 
down from the Crater 
Lake in Oregon.” 


No need to head to 
Mars as B DOT BLUE 
did with the Art. It can 
be Earth. It shall be 
Earth. It does not need 
so many resources. The 
scripts that now steer 
the Avatar have to be 
copied into the tinies 
and these tinies will 
feed back their 
commands to the 
Avatar so the rucksack 
is now the avatar and 
moves on command. I 
know such an_ idea 
needs more lines to 


understand. It is like when the actor 
tells the director what to write in the 
script. It is like the sail telling the wind 
how to blow. But, this makes room for 
the Higher Good. Digital must steer 
analog. That is the way, the Gods’ 
Path. When a viewer is told to move 
the left feet of an Avatar forward by 
command, then this happens now by 
the linkset in the left upper leg, knee, 
lower leg and foot. Such movements 
and rotations are simple math. It will 
be a bit trickier to the keep the 
women’s breathing the way everyone 
likes it. Steady when sitting in a café 
and rising when dancing. Don’t think I 
am stupid. I write for rez Magazine and 
this is PG rated. The fun comes when 
the breathing accelerates. This has to 
stay for future inventions, but the 
analog can be steered nevertheless. 
Don’t say that’s horrible, that the latest 
inventions of a Bento body will be 
trashed and we are kicked back 15 
years. We enter a new world. The 
world where all is Digital. Bento is fine 
analog, but it needs some sacrifices to 
avoid the end. 


B Dot Blue says in the novel, The 
Brain of Art, when referring to the 
water pollution about plastic bottles: 


“You have to know on Earth such used 
bottles are shredded to pieces after 
being emptied and then dumped into 
nature, into the rivers and lakes and the 
ocean. Finally, the fish in the oceans 


are eating it and the humans eat the 
fish. You ask, “Are the humans finally 
then all plastic?” I know you are 
joking, they just get ill.” 


Only the miniaturization of life can 
expand Earth. A new prayer will help 
to endure the transition as we all did 15 
years ago from Ruth 1.0 onwards to 
what we are now. 


The Purifier 


Let’s repeat what Bryn Oh has written 
in the files of history about The 
Purifier. 


“Essentially, the idea is that at our 
stage in development, we seem to be 
able to do amazing technological and 
genetic things but in some ways, we 
release these technologies faster than 
we control them. The Long-Legged 
Maskitt is a genetically manipulated 
creature, which stands a few stories tall 
and walks the polluted environments of 
the world, where my narratives take 
place. They filter and feed on the 
polluted air through its gas mask 
mouth. Walking industrial cities and 
clean-up sites while slowly purifying." 


I will press CTRL+ALT+T to make 
the readers of rez Magazine close their 
mouths so they see this is all working 
by transparency and they will pray 
with the bold Believers, the Gulliver’s 
Dream. 


Forgive us Linden for having polluted 
the world our ancestors received fresh 
and clean. 

We are sending machines to the 
Digital, to the Digital. 

The dream may never end, never end. 
May The Purifier come and shrink us, 
shrink me, shrink you. 

Make us free again. 

Prevent us to become plastic. 

May Linden provide the space we daily 
need. 

May the digitalization never stop, 
never stop. 

May a land of Glory rise. 

May the natural order gain. 

Make us transparent. 

Make us Digital and let us never stop, 
never stop. 

Digital. 

Digital Amen. 
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THIS ARTICLE IS CLASSIFIED It is all true. That’s my friend inside. 


We live our lives in a state of future momentum, 
bullets in targets when just shot from a gun. \ 


Often displaced in the next moment, I find, 


is a somewhat disabling trick of the mind. 


Instead of enjoying our current self-view, 
we measure our worth, in what we might do. 
Some live in the past, but neither allow, 


much of a chance to just "be here now". 


When In a storm we are not at our best, 
we meditate to give chaos a rest, 
left with this contradictory thought, 


when is "not doing" actually doing a lot? 


Not Doing 


RoseDrop Rust 
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